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CHORUS—Chapple. 






in the fae of our salvation. 


yy 
r 
oe 
et us come before his. resence, with Thanksgiv- 
_ ing, and shew ourselves glad in him with psalms. 
CHORUS. a 
For the Tae is a great God, and a Hee me 
above all Gods. 
RECITATIVE. 


- _ In his hands, are ail the corners of the earth ; ; and 
the strength of the hills is his also. The sea is his, 


and he made it; and his hands prepared the dry 


land. 
DUET.. 


O come, let us worship, and fall down, and kneel 
‘before the Lord our Maker. 


: 


me, let us sing unto the Lord; let us heartily 


4 
CHORUS. 
O come, let us worship, and fall down, and kneel 
before the Lord our Maker. 


DUET. . 
For he is the Lord, our God ; and we are the ai 
ple of his pasture, and the sheep of his hand, _ * £ 
CHORUS. oy 


For he is the Lord, our God ; and we are nag peo- 
ple of his pasture, and the sheep of his hand. 


SONG— Words by a Lady. 
Set to Music by Mr. Bray. 


In life’s gay spring, enchanting hours ! 
When every path seems deck’d with flowers, « 
When folly in her giddy round 

Presents the cup with pleasure crown’d ; i je 
When love and joy and young delight: ; 
Give to the moments rapid flight ; # 
Touch not the cup, avoid the snare, =~ 

W here’er thou art, think Gop is there. / 


' When manhood treads with steps secure, i 
Then mad ‘ambition throws her lure ; Hi 
Behold! up glory’s dangerous steep, 
Where widows mourn, and orphans weep, 
And laurels on the hero’s head 
Are stain’d with blood, a crimson red ; 
Then e’er the battle’s rage you dare, ©) ¢ 
Pause, and reflect, Vaat Gout is there. 


When age Sieben warps the heart, 
And Av’rice plays its niggard part ; 
When self-love every passion stills, 
And every finer impulse chills ; 


- Ks 
5 
_ When to a suffering brother’s cry, 
It shuts the heart, the ear, the eye, 
Think, e’re you leave him to despair, 
Gop will avenge, for Gop is there. 


And thou, who through life’s thorny road, 
Perplex’d by care and sin, hast trod ; 

Whose heart hath bled, whose eyes have wept—- 
On Pleasure’s couch while others slept ; 

‘Though now on life’s remotest brink, 

Poor humble Christian! do not shrink ; 
Though deep the flood, each doubt forbear— 
Strong to support, thy God is there! | 


CHORUS—Handel. | 
The Lord gave the word, great was the company 
of the preachers. 


SONG—Handel. 

Sung by Mr. O. Shaw. 
Farewell, ye limpid springs and floods, 
Ye flow’ry meads and mazy woods, 
Farewell, thou busy world, where reign 
Short hours of joy, and years of pain, 
Brighter scenes I seek above, 
In the si shh of peace and love. 


CHORUS. 


Behold the Lamb of God! that taketh away the Sir 
of the world. 


RECITATIVE. 


And Jesus went about doing good unto all men. 
He sought not his own glory but the glory of his Fath. 
er. And he wrought salvation unto all, working great 
miracles, and his works hore witness of him. 


y 
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AIR. 
He was eyes unto the blind, he was ‘feet unto the 
Jame, he healed their sickness and eased all their sor- 
rows. 


CHORUS. 


And the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and 
all flesh shall see it together ; for the mouth of the 
Lord hath spoken it. 


RECITA TIV Band p ibe 


There was darkness over all the earth, and the 


veil of the picalad was rent. ) 


TRIO. 


At the ninth hour, Jesus cried with a loud voice, 
Eloi! Eloi! Lama Sabacthani, my Ged! my God! 


why hast thou forsaken me? EF hadi into thy hands ’ 


IT commit my spirit. 


RECITATIVE—Beethoven. 





Now the work of man’s ee is complete in. 


Christ our Lord. “ 
drtonow * 


se 


@ © siattetnjan to’ the Father, gud thean ai Goa. 


Praise the Lord, ye everlasting choir, in holy songs 
of joy. Worlds unborn shall sing bis glory ; the 
exalted son of God. Praise the Lord in holy songs 
of joy. 


* Orchestra accompaniments to this Chorus, by Mr. Gnancen, 


‘Senior. 


ia 


» are 


Part Qa. 


‘CHORUS. 

Lift up your heads, O ye gates, and be ye lift up, 
ye everlasting doors, and the King of glory shall come 
in. Who is the King of glory? the Lord strong and 
mighty, the.Lord mighty in battle. »Lift up your 
heads, O ye gates, and be ye lift up, ye everlasting 
doors, and the King of glory shall come in. Who is 
the King of glory? the Lord of hosts, he is the King 
of glory ? | | 

: CHORUS ith ) 

Their sound is gone out into all. lands, and their 

words unto the ends of the world. 


RECITATIVE. 


_ One morn a Peri at the gate 
Of Eden stood disconsolate; . 
And as she list’ned to the 
Springs of life within, like 
Music flowing ; and caught | 
‘The light upon her wings through 
- The half opened portal glowing ;_ 
She wept, to think ‘her recreant race 
Should e’re have lost that glorious place.. 


SONG. . | 
flow happy, exclaim’d this child of air, 
Are the holy spirits that wander there, 
Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall ; 


8 
Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea, 


And the stars themselves have blossoms for me, 
One blossom of heaven out-blooms them all. 


Go wing thy flight from star to star, 
From world to luminous world as far, 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall, 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres. 
And multiply each through endless years, 
One minute of heaven is worth them all. 


_ .CHORUS——Handd. ,  *, 

Break forth into joy, glad tidings. How beautiful 
are the feet of him, that bringeth tidings of salvation, 
that saith unto Sion, thy God reigneth. 


DUETT—O. Shaw. 


2d voice. Who’s this that on the tempest rides, 
That lashes up the deep ? 


4st voice. ’Tis HE whose word restrains its tides, 
And bids its billows sleep. , 
2d voice. Let angels then his wonders tell, 
And men his love proclaim, 


Who triumph’d over death and hell, 
For Jesus ishis name. ~* 


2d voice. Who’s this who treads thé liquid wave, 


Whose mandate rais’d thedead? ~ 


4st voice. "Vis He who came mankind to save, 
And give the hungry bread. 


2d voice. Who's this whose words are peace and love, — 
Whio makes the deaf to hear ? 


4st voice. ’Tis Hr who left the realms above 
To dry the sinner’s tear. 
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TRIO— Avison. | 
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea, 
Jehovah has triumph’d—his people are free. 

CHORUS. 


Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egyp’s dark sea, 
Jehoyah has triumph’d---his people are free. 


TRIO. 


Sing, for the pride of the tyrant is broken, 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave, 
How vain was their boasting, 
The Lord hath but spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel, &c. 


CHORUS. 
Sound the loud timbrel, &Xc. 


TRIO. 


Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord ; 
His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword ! 


oa CHORUS. 
Praise to the Conqueror, &c. 
TRIO. 


Who shail return to tell Egypt the story, 
Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
» For the Lord hath looked out 
From the pillar of his glory, 
And all her brave thousands are dash’d in the tide. 
~~ Sound the loud timbrel, &c. 


CHORUS. 
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Kgypt’s dark sea, 
Jehovah has triumph’d---his people are free. 
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CHORUS—Haydn. 

The marvellous work beholds, amaz’d, the glorious 

hierarchy of heav’n, and to the ethereal vaults resound 
the praise of God, and of the second day. 


DUETT. 
Sung by a Lady and Mr. O. Shaw. 


‘The bird let loose in Eastern skies, 
When hast’ning fondly home, 

Ne’er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
W here idle warblers roam. 

But high she shoots through air and light 
Above all low delay ; 

Where nothing earthly bounds her flight, 
No shadow dims her way. 


So grant me God, from every care, 
And stain of passion free. 

Aloft thro’ Virtue’s purer air 
To hold my course to thee! 

No sin to cloud---no lure to stay 
My soul, as home she springs :--- 

‘Thy sunshine on her joyful way 
Thy freedom in her wings! © 


CHORUS—Haydn. 


Achieved is the glorious work, the Lord beholds it, 
andis pleased. In lofty strains let us rejoice! Our 
song let be the praise of God! 


a 


Since our country our God, Oh my Sire, 
Demand that thy daughter expire ; 

Since thy triumph was brought by thy vow, 
Strike the besom that’s bar’d to thee now! 


- yp ee ————_ ssi‘ es 





44 


And of this, Oh! my father be sure, 

That the blood of thy child is as pure 

As the blessing I beg, ere it flow, 

And the last thought that soothes me below. 


Tho’ the virgins of Salem lament, 

Be the Judge and the Hero unbent ; 

I have won the great battle forthee, =~ 
And my Father and Country are free. — 


When this blood of thy giving hath gush’d, 
When the voice that thou lovest is hush’d, — 
Let my memory still be thy pride, 

And forget not I smil’d as I died. 


CHORUS—Handel. 


Hallelujah, for the Lord God Omnipotent reign- 
eth. The kingdom of this world is become the 
kingdem of our Lord and of his Christ, and he shall 
reign forever and eyer. Hallelujah! King of kings, 
and Lord of lords, and he shall reign forever and 
ever, Hallelujah! 
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